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They probably filled die churches on Sunday because they did not believe,
However, they permitted the Devil and that gave me my opportunity-
I took the trouble of reading the gospels and I have drawn in my mind's
eye as close a picture of Jesus as I could of myself. I have discovered to
my great relief, and to the horror of every Victorian believer, that Jesus
was an artist, in fact, He was a Bohemian in His manner of life. He
supported my contention, there is only one way of teaching the people,
and that is through art. That is why He spoke in parables. As all artists
have been, He was quite misunderstood by His followers. If I were ever
allowed to portray Jesus on the stage as Da Vinci has done on canvas, I
would have Him as a convivial man wrho indulged in neither pity nor
humility and quite willing to overthrow conventions when they were in
the wTay. I see no sign that Jesus glorified martyrdom/*
"I understand Da Vinci," I said to G.B.S. wrhen he paused, "left the
Christ head to the very last, in his Last Supper, because he never felt
equal to doing it and he almost left the painting unfinished, with the mere
triangle to represent the Christ. He was teased by his fellow-scholars that
a person occupied with aeroplanes, drains and wheelbarrows, could
never understand the soul of Christ.3*
"If he were painting now he would have used me. When I went to
the festival atOberammergau they suggested that I might represent Jesus."
"You would not have been just a hole in the ceiling!" This made him
laugh.
"But a great hole in their pockets," he answered. "I am the first
philosopher to make truth pay, and like Jesus I went among the sinners
by getting my articles printed in the Tory and Hearst Press. I found more
freedom of expression in those papers than in the Labour Press."
"You mean you brought more readers to the Tory press?"
"The Tories like hearing themselves called thieves and liars in the
same way as churchmen like hearing themselves called miserable sinners.
I soon discovered that the more blunt I became, the sharper the rise in
circulation."
"The amazing thing is that your writing did not deteriorate in the
least by translation into the Tory press. Everything suffers by translation."
"Except a bishop," was his speedy retort, "and I am something of a
bishop because I need the support of a crook."
We had got on to his favourite subject of money again, but it was
low finance this time and not high finance. I said:
"You mentioned before that the artist has an advantage over the